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belong to the childhood of the soul, as you know. You are
among the few men living who understand that they are
to be outgrown." He drew in his breath with pain. "And
I have learned that there are experiences which quell
them. There are experiences," he added with a smile,
"which take the place of philosophy."
Julie stirred at his side, urging him to rest.
"I shall have time to rest," he answered, "and I would
not rest in doubt. Give me a few minutes in silence. Then
let me speak."
"Tell me one thing," Julie said.
"What is it?"
She straightened her body. "Rupert, do you remember,
long ago you said—long ago, in Germany, when we were first
married, you said	" She could not speak. Her fingers
were locked in the coverlet. At last, in a voice shrill but
very small, she continued: "You said to me: 'Into thy
hands I commend my spirit.5 Have I betrayed you in that?
In that, too?"
"It was a charge," he answered, "that you could not
accept, for you never loved me."
"Until now."
A light entered his face. He raised his hand a few
inches, unsteadily, perhaps to cover his eyes, but the
movement defeated his strength.
"Even that—is it possible—now," he whispered and,
relaxing the weak tension of his limbs, lay in an ivory
stillness, an enchantment of memory being upon him. At
last he roused himself and for the first time moved his
head, drawing down Lewis's eyes to his own.
"I must be brief," he said, "and say crudely what I
have to say. I shall not spare your feelings or my own.
Julie never loved me in the past with mind or body. Since
my return, she has pitied me and she has adored my
suffering, as though I were other than I am and raised up
on a cross. You, too, have felt—friendship towards me for
the same reason? Is that true? . * . But it is you, not I,
who have made her capable of her pity and adoration. She
ha$ loved you, not me. Often she has lain naked against

